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Biog-apny 


I’m excited about Heidi Noelle Hartbarger’s wise (and funny) book 
of poems. Poets admire other poets for their way of saying something 
*first®, and often | feel Ms. Hartbarger fulfills this gift. When a poem’s 
speaker teeters on rage, even this result is inventive and ultimately we see 
ourselves recover through blithe radiant come-what-may mania which 
belies its core empathy for all things, even heaviness, even the fog of the 
unknown, even the poem’s blue veined “madnesswithoutmeaning”. Timid 
flowers, blue-fisted hands, finger tips to dig mines, a person soft stroked as 
Chinese symbols, they deliver a self-admitted “clumsy proffering/ my awk- 
ward broken hands/ and prayers” as frankly and forgiving as poetry’s primal 
and lasting confessions. Ata bar, her characters grope--but they grope 
*eyes*. This should suggest the further well that is Hartbarger’s own eyes. 
| tell you, this poet has a hook on the skin of my heart today and each time 
| read this book the needle drives deeper and deeper into a cavern — like an 
acorn-size lung that can, and does, breathe wet and heavy, for all time. 

Her good sense(s) are for the weary surviving subjects that would other- 
wise be orphans--much like the objects of Neruda’s house. 

They ask in their quiet way: are we mucking through afraid, irre- 
tractable, in closed-window sentences? Or will we, like the poet, finally 
inscribe ourselves in a human condition that is engaged also in what trou- 
bles us, because our time lists--ship of fools--if we cannot turn our soil into 
wine. Heidi Noelle Hartbarger *sees* through madness like the photogra- 
pher who uses a thrift shop lens to illuminate the sweetness found within 
the detritus. Whatever bitter-sweet ferments between and because of 
these pages, she parses her language as though poetry were a rope ladder 
dangling from the far end of a bridge--you know, the one at the edge of 
that canyon, the one we come to after our cottages fall down. Her 
poems cup water, or they are a fist of water. Poems like “Savanna’s 
Hands”, “Love and other such Excrement”, and the gorgeous “Bonfire” 
populate experience with bumps and surprises, which we accept as remark- 
able, even familiar. Admissions such as “I will never write. | slide.” endear. 
The cardboard boxes of “patched clothes” or “a snowglobe” (like the poem!) 
— help us move our gaze from inside ourselves to the outside world: she 
does what’s needed, she opens the poem to the tracks and traces of our 
phantom companions — musician playing an old synthesizer in a subway. 
Her irony, wit, and honed perceptions reach out in protest and disgust -- 
but reach out, the persona of a citizen who actually cares. In this we 
embrace. 

--Peter Money 
Editor, Across Borders: An International Annual_ and author of _Finding 


It: Selected Poems_ and others. 


Portraits 


the photographer’s daughter 
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Two Writers 
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the photagrapher’s daughter 


her father loved that moment 


when a car drove through autumn roads 
and heated leaves caught air, 

branchless leaves in flight, 

time paralyzed 

because someone froze 

that moment on film. 


her father loved that moment. 


he used to point out such moments — 
smiles in color photographs 

framed by certain shades of blue, 
raindrops caught on scars 

reflecting grooves of skin, 

children’s sticky Coca-cola stained legs 
tangled in swinging hammocks, 

and fallen leaves come alive once more. 


under red steady pulse of darkroom glow 
vinegar acrid fumes and empty film containers 
she dangled her feet from a workbench stool 
to fit herself inside the frame. 


the retired artist 


his fingers had grown too stiff for fine brushes 
stroke by stroke 
flourish by sweep. 


his paintings came 
thumbed, lined thick 
with the mangled innards of sleepless nights. 


so one morning, 
he left his canvas by the roadside 
and in the empty studio 


opened one can of heavy paint. 
when he left that afternoon, 
the walls were yellow. 
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why love happens, or the kitchen in the Croft 


it's because you hate sausage 

but ate it every meal | cooked, 

because you wore a haphazard wreath of timid orange flowers 
while you confessed to me your love for another, 

because you called me sweet mamacita and 

nestled your mouth near mine for a friendly kiss, 


sausage grease marks | didn't want to wash away. 


Savanna's Hands 


..and in the palms of our hands 
does the soul's skylight nestle 
what ambiguous eyes hide away... 


Her hands 
are not to touch as mine have. 


My spindly strokes that coax warmth 


from ivory cold piano keys, 
fingers sweetly bruised, 
worn thin from touch. 


My sister's hands. 

slight and flimsy 

Sister, with cold blue hands 

skin drawn taut 

blue-fisted hands clenched tight. 


It was Durer who made Hands 
Immorte . 

Painted fingers clasped in prayer, 
Fingers of his brother. 


Brother, 

who gave away his dream of Pa‘nt 
calloused fingertips to dig in mines. 
Little brother 

with gnarled fingertips 

poison to h’s art. 

Brother, 

<neel'ng with ragged hands. 


And wth my hollow hands 
my cross: st tch scared palms 
| touch because my s'ster cannot. 


my clumsy proffering 
my awkward broken hands 
my Drayers. 
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angel dust 


the smell of Merlot drifts downward from the balcony 
and brings forth unfounded fear 
that someone will chuck a wine bottle cruelly at my head. 


somehow this is you, always shocking 
a wide eyed rambler of the night 
on that balcony without aim, peaceful as a Taoist. 


these days | stay alone in my room with the solitaire gods 
and twist phrases as you twisted life 
chanting "life is a dirty bowl of fucking cherries". 


once you were the purist 
precise and gentle as soft stroked Chinese symbols, 
now you drown and ash with air. 


Death of an Acquaintance 


| have this boy's computer 


big white edged blank-faced black screen. 


his momma gave it to me 
it was too much for her to carry. 


| should remember 
with each possession, 


the heaviness. 
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Two Writers 


you gave me verses to say 

like prayers. 

breathed Neruda, Ondaatje, and Hemingway, 
hot breaths down my spine. 


the rain 

full and round at the foggy windowpane 
while pretty words tumbled 

from your crooked Swedish mouth. 


the quilt fell 

sliding from my shoulders 

the day you closed the door 

| shut my eyes so you could leave unhindered 


our morning skin would 

ruin the night's stay 

we who pencil in our wor(l)ds 
because ink smears. 


print. 


this is the photograph for my mind 
the one you will not take 
for fear this moment will shiver away 


helplessly immobilized once captured. 


this is for my longing hands 
fingers graceless at the shutter 
poised to capture image 

since | cannot touch your face. 
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Love Story 


There are t'mes 

| wish 

you werent reduced 
to tn’s poem. 


Letter to the Phoenix 


In a purple metal trashcan, 
| ‘gn te a Harley Davidson |'ghter 
to burn letters. 


They were for you 
t'ed wth the tact 
wh'ch b’nds my mouth. 


I'm sorry 
| always speak of love. 
I'll cease when we stop falling in it. 


And |'m sorry 

you fell so hard 

your kneecaps broke 

that cresent moon fingernails 
mark your wrists 

from those who fragmented you. 


So let your soul be old. 
Let it creak and smirk 
and stick out its tongue at Fate. 


Smear your face with ashes 
conceal the shadows there 
and draw wings at your shoulder blades. 


there are stranger things to be 


than a fool 
supposing you could fly. 
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Travel Album 


Wanderlust 
Roanoke Island 
Boston, Massachusetts 
Chapel Hill, North Carolina 
Highway 221, Virginia 
the Vinschgau, Switzerland 
Poor Richard’s: A Bar in Manteo 
abandoned 
Outside of Silent Meeting 
Boardwalk Reading 
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Wanderlust 


there are no flings off cliff edges 

instead 

cardboard boxes of patched clothes, 

a snowglobe someone gave me, 
addresses scribbed on used diner napkins. 
| will never write. 

| slide. 

a drowning in melted ice cream. 

slow motioned words through fog. 


here is my leave 

the open shut of my blue veined swollen eyelids 
blinking — a preview 

of the darkness | chase down. 


Roanoke Island 
It begins with waking. 


The everymorning 
When | greet the day with joy. 


Savor featherbed warmth 
Toss back blankets and shiver. 


Regard light patterns sun-scattered through the window. 


In the kitchen, there is earl grey tea 
Heat taken to the upstairs porch, 

The wobbly green chipped rocking chair, 
Its clean cold smell of timeworn wood. 


The pier faces the porch, 
Its spindly supports 
Lazily strewn crooked thighs. 


On the edge 
Of that tweaky bridge 


A buoy points up, an arrow to God. 
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ssa 


| moved here to escape 
to forge my own path 
but every day, snow covers my tracks. 


so | shuffle around 

the winter streets of Boston 
pass time in antiquated cafes 
and sip bitter chai tea. 


A clown in full color makeup 

Sits down at the bar 

Oblivious to his canary yellow balloon pants. 
He growls at his companion, 

chokes down coffee and cigarettes. 


| leave to take the train 
as if | had somewhere to go. 


The tunnel breaks my one track vision. 


An aspiring musician improvises 
with a throwaway 80's synthesizer. 


He scats a never heard before "Hallelujah" chorus. 
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Chapel Hill, NC 


©) 

In the Caffe Driade 

Patrons eye each other 

And write honest words in journals 
They'd never speak sober. 


| am wooed by a sculptor 

Who reads my French scripted shirt 
But | turn away 

Too dizzy to focus. 


In the pantry at home, dry pasta and 

Half a jar of mayonnaise, 

the only groceries left. 

| want teaspoons of sleep from my coffee spoon. 


Q) 

Three jobs I've quit to find one | can walk to, 
| can't afford gas for my truck. 

July weather marks my back with sunburn. 
inside, | suffocate. 


My Taiwanese roommates prefer heat to air conditioning 
They say 

| seem like a movie star 

maybe because | pretend so well to be happy. 


@) 


My boyfriend waits for me in my room. 
| reach for him, ask him to stay 

But he pushes me away, 

Calls me a nymphomaniac. 
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(4) 


So here | am again 

Wandering in the coolness of dark 

Too strong to waste away and too restless to sleep 
Treading brick pathways 


Up and down Franklin Street 

The latest protest is staged 

Beside Ben and Jerry's and the independent bookstore. 
Flyers are pushed into my hand for a cause. 


| want to help 

To feed starving children, 

Support equality, 

Hand out peace and chocolate bars. 


| reach into my pocket and find 
That all | can contribute to the youth of America 
Is a piece of lint 


And one Canadian penny. 


Highway 221, Virginia 


there's a certain kind of curve 
along the path of this highway 
that reminds me 


of us, in your eggplant purple colored van 
unashamedly howling off key Broadway tunes. 
there's a certain kind of curve 


that caused us to veer 
1st generation Polish mother and someone else's southern daughter 
ourselves in other lives, that reminds me 


of us, though | could not recite a proud heritage 
or cook fragrant pickle soup and potato pierogies, 
there's a certain kind of curve 


the movement of our defiant hips to Zydeco 
your son's oom-pah-pah accordion, the whispered lilt 
of language you forgot | couldn't speak that reminds me 


of this way | came to throw myself to 

Sun in warm October, nod to words | do not speak, 
there's a certain kind of curve 

that reminds me. 
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the Vinschgau, Switzerland 


"The giving of the laws” 
What you unlock in life, you shall unlock after. 


one hundred roadside crucifixes remind, 

brushed bloody paint rots, as 

poison poppy red begonias beckon from windowsills, and 
Jesus' sculpted face stares down from the chapel ceiling 
to watch as | contemplate the choice of Salome. 


if granted any request, what would | choose? 
my own head ona platter 
or another's heart in a dish? 


or would | dance? 

as Salome, Delilah, Bathsheba, Eve, 

scarlet-haired sinner, original witch, temptress, 
harlot. 

rotten fig in mouth, tongue in cheek 

bitter seeds bled down throat, 

perverse Sacrament. 

she is conquered and condemned. 

It took a woman to undo, and a man to ask for it. 


for those of us who seek forgiveness 

who cannot, like doves, flutter from our windows 
for our ruined lives 

light a candle on the altar for the angels 


until the chapel frescoes fade... 


Poor Richard's 
They come like vultures. 


Blazing desert sun replaced by 
Burnt out 40 watt bulbs in a cheap bar 


Where whiskey blisters on the way down. 


They come to grope each other's eyes 
With ardent lies 
Iu stumble away in hand 


To consume further 
The remains of others. 


ps 
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abandoned 


‘n the ra/ny street 
of New York Cty 
t lay 


e ght cracked ~'bs 
cloth caught ‘n waver'ng gusts 


the broken 
black 
umbrella. 


outside of Silent Meeting 


Fades, 

the smell of sun-warmed wood and sharp oregano 
the distinct green of Vermont in summertime. 

it fades 

the way she sinks into lotus 

his motionless folded hands 

their attention wandering in repose 

impatient scufflings. 


most of all, their faces. 

whether the flecks in their eyes were yellow or gold, 
exact textures of stubborn curling hair, 

and outlines of familiar bodies, 

silhouettes against the sun. 
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Boardwalk Reading 


On a boardwalk in Virginia Beach, 
a Romanian gypsy reads my cards. 


Fireworks scream overhead 
As her dark-haired daughter walks along the beach 
holding the "Fortune Telling" sign. 


The "Exorcist" soundtrack booms 
from the funhouse on the corner. 
A ghost in the top floor window waves down at me. 


| lean close 
To the mother gypsy with her withered black eyes. 
Her pickled breath in hushed accents 


Tells me 
That tarot cards are manipulated by gods 
The kind the ancients worshipped. 


The golden statues 
with their many heads and arms, 
horns and hooves. 


No one talks to gods anymore 
So they relish every contact they receive, 
And tell the future in return. 


Her mother was a true gypsy with a peacock pleated skirt and peasant blouse 
Who filled her rooms with mirrors 
So her life would be full of reflections. 


Her mother spoke only Romany 
when she came to the States 
with a daughter and a photograph of a dead husband. 


The cards had spoken of death, so she fled. 
Within a year 
her family was taken to Auschwitz. 


In America, mother and daughter told fortunes 
for superstitious strangers. 
At the end of the story 


| open my hands for the card she tells me to keep. 
| sit on a wooden bench 
By the boardwalk 


Long after it empties. 
Stubs of cigarettes give out and 
Abandoned napkins whip in the wind. 


| look at 
the card in my hand. 
It is the hanged man. 


For time when there is no time, 
Ihe remains of moments suspended. 


Allergic to Life 
write, little girl, write, ‘cause you're all dried up 


my new book should be 

"Confessions of a Suicidal Failed Southern Baptist" 
because that in a nutshell is my life. 

It makes even me laugh. 


| tickle my tongue 
swallow stars 
snort giggles down my itchy throat. 


write, little girl, write, ‘cause you're all dried up 


| always loved life. 

the tease of it, the lifted skirt of promise 

the full fleshiness of sex 

the heady somber taste of fresh bread 

sunflowers and wet grass at dawn 

morning glories that disobey and blossom at night 
bergamot and tears and pear juice 

scents caught in the breeze 

all bottled at a local apothecary now. 


write, little girl, write, ‘cause you're all dried up 
on the lawn | spin with abandon, 
dew-soaked feet, dizzy from all these games 


cracked open and scattered 
like pollen in the wind. 
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Such Excrement 


He pulled her hand, urged her to 

Look. 

Animal droppings. 

Drab brown. Sickly green. Murky black. Ashen gray. 

He told her that she could tell everything about creatures 
by what churns out from their insides. 


He took a stick, parted the dung. 


Bits of green, unfazed by their journey through the intestines. 


Like crumbled clover. 
"Watercress", he told her. 
"Muskrat, by the shape and size". 


Earlier, they'd gone swimming. 

North Carolina's fluke of bamboo 

surrounded by a lowland lake 

faded amber grass. 

She traced her hand along his damp skin. 

He plucked a strand of purple hanging wisteria from its vine, 
rubbed it against her collarbone. 

Pressed her fingertips to his beating chest. 

She swallowed her heart to touch his. 


In a drunken fury, his former lover kissed him. 
She watched. 
Stone cold sober, she threw up in the bushes outside. 


The next morning 

he pointed out liquid droppings with dregs of red berry. 
Some creature had been poisoned. 

He told her he would do anything to be with his old lover 
no matter the cost. 

She asked 

"What if the cost is the best in us all"? 


He said he'd take the chance. 
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The author was supposed to have grown up in the mid- 
1800's as a prairie girl, but by mistake of fate was born and 
raised in this century near the Blue Ridge Mountains of 
Virginia. It wasn’t so bad, she’s a big fan of indoor plumbing 
and can write faster with a computer's help, so it all worked 
out in the end — the way most things do. 

She welcomes critiques, fan letters, and hate mail at 
lacyndora@hotmail.com. 


“Heidi Noelle Hartbarger’s The Photographer's 
Daughter is full of durable poems that face down a 
variety of experiences with equal aplomb. The language 
is strong and adaptable, clear-eyed and expressive, and 
the states (chemical, geographic, and mental) these 
poems achieve are consistently well-realized, mature, 
rueful, compound.” 


-— Dr. Matthew Dube 
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